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would not help him in this wrestling for
personal salvation; as he keenly felt and
often said, the truth is like the stars, always
laughing at us. Nothing would help him but
possession of the truth, something eventual
and terribly problematic. He longed to
believe that all his troubles and questions,
some day and somewhere, must find their
solution and quietus ; if not in his own mind,
in some kindred spirit that he could, to that
extent, identify with himself. There must
be not only cold truth, not even cold truth
personified, but victorious knowledge of the
truth, breaking like a sun-burst through the
clouds of error. The nerve of his argument
was not logical at all; it was a confession of
religious experience, in which the agonised
consciousness of error led to a strong imagina-
tive conviction that the truth would be found
at last.

The truth, as here conceived, meant the
whole truth about everything ; and certainly,
if any plausible evidence for such a conclusion
could be adduced, it would be interesting to
' learn that we are destined to become omni-
scient, or are secretly omniscient already.
Nevertheless, the aspiration of all religious